
t..A w Um Mviinafl and aoarsd.'ji 1815. Another case is related of a

Jacob TsiKciscowith son friends,'
nnearthed fQurteen oopperjiead inikes
near Carrollton, Ky., and was bitten by

can aaaliou to a horse liniment are
masterpieces inheir wfy. vSo is the
great picture of a Centaur that waif or-
derly seen on-man-

y dead-wal- ls in this
city' There is no more popular man in
the business than Mr. BradburA, He is
well-educate- dignified, modesVonas- -

I

H

Our Young Folks.

Which fa th best of all the trees?
Answer me, children all, II you plo&Ml .
Is it the linden, wltb tasseta ffayv
Or the willow there where the catkins wayr
bit the oak, the kins; of the wood.
That for a hundred fears haa stood? .

The irraoeful elm, or the stately aftv " ' '
Or the asperv whose , leaflets, shimmer

.
and

' ' '..nasbf
Is It the solemn and jrloomy pine, ,
With its million neediee so sharp and flaar
Ah. no I The tree that I lore best,
It buds and blossoms not with the rest, , , . ,
No summer sun on its fruit ha smiled,
But ioe and snow are around it piled;
Rut still it will bloom and bear fruit for me,
Uj winter bUxnnerl tnr Christmas-tree- !

Ita blossoms are candles, all shining iray, , ,
Jvn it bears Its fruit in the queerest wayl
wVUtled by ribbons to everything1, i .'

Ul? and little, and little and big. , .

Dolls and trumpets, and balls and bats.
Horses and monkeys, and dogs and eata, . '
Drums and whistles, and gune and whips.
Crying babies and Hying ships;.
Every conceivable kind of box, - - '
With all ooooei vable kind of looks: ..').- -
Tigers and elephants swinging in air.
Singular fruit for a tree to bear!
But so it blooms and bears fruit for tne,'
My winter bloom or i my Christmas-tree- !

Elm and linden may both be fair,' - ' - -

Hut they have no elephants swtnirlng in air;
Ash and maple may gracefully grow.
But they have no ntvs not whistles to blow:
The oak may be klnir , the forest wide.
But he has no parcels with ribbons tied, ,

No guns, no rattles, no books, no boats.
Ho pigs, no lion:), no cows, no goats, '

No dolis. no cradles, no skates, no tops,
Nor oruniscs, candy, or lollipops;
Nothing that's pretty, and nothing that's good.
But leavce and acorns, and bark and wood. .

Bo the tree of all others that's best to me
Is my winter bloomer ! my Christmas-tree- ! '

. ioura if. HicJuird. in IiwM'i Oupowkw .

Highway ArtjstThe eu lie- -
ifate Statural Scenery.

NEAriiVvefy 'reader daily on
dead-wal- ls and on fence, on rocks and
barns, the mammoth gns of patent
medicine- - hair-oi- l, smoking tobacco,
gas stoves harness stores, laundry soap,
or tooth-was- h. Bat there ace very .few
who have-see- n -- the men-a- t work with
their paints; and brushes. Who they
are, why they became board-fenc- e art-
ists, how they work, are still mvsteries.
Most- - of them are New Yorkers.-The
business started in this city, and here is
its headquarters. ; , Who was the first
highway artist is a mooted question.
Two or three veteran knights of the
paint-po- t claim that ' honor, .but the
claim xt 'Edward 4 Wise" Wise, the
original,'', as he Is called by his friends

to that distinction seems to be as good
as any., f . tv.;.;

" When the war broke out," he said,
- I had i a little . shop at the corner of
Walker and Elm Streets, where I paint-
ed signs. t? Times were doll, and I used
to sit for hours in my shop and wonder
what was to be done next. One day I
eaw a man across' the street go up to a
dry-goo- ds box and stencil Macalhster's
Ointment on it with an ordinary stencil-plat- e

and a brush. The thought at once
came to my mind. Why wouldn't it be
a gooa tning to paint advertisements
in an attractive manner on fences and
barns and such like? I consulted with
a friend, who said : 4Goand see Drake.
He's just started Plantation Bitters, and
maybe he'll hire you.' I saw Drake, and
he sent me to Demas Barnes, who was
furnishing the money, and had an office
in Park, Row. . Barnes took to the
idea . at once. I suggested - that
I paint: tin New York and on
the roads in the upper part of
the island. - What pay do you want?'
he asked. " I replied that an. ordinary
house painter got $2.50 a day, and I
thought that I was worth that. 'All
right, he said, 'go ahead. Do you want
any money to begin with?' I said that
I did not, and I started out. For a week
I painted ST. 1860 X.' withthe.half- -

moon and crazier, on every fence and
wall i could find in the city. Then l
went out on the Harlem road and on the
avenues., I hadn't done all I wanted to
at the end of the week, so I kept away
from the office, and the next week I fin
ished up Harlem, and gave Brooklyn
ana jersey xJity a Dig aose oi tne bit-
ters. ' On Saturday I went to the office.Ok

terrfr
Lmiu. 'Mr. Barnes wants to see von.' said A.

. Is lenf. Torrey,, his son-in-la-w. I went to
5 cultjvm Look here. he said.' 'Don't
teeu&r f8--' aQotner stroke here not another

i '
.:

(."':

nail --tCPke.: 1 want you to start out on the
, of the v iu.d right off and go West. , When canna start r 'Monday saia i. . aii

ahead, and don't you come
send for you.-- '

started ont on that Mondav." thet covers' I I
, w ?"teran nainter went on, "and didn't
and mMt? Dacfe 10 IorK tOT a year. 1

itlng It pwRt West to the Mississippi, as far South
tr-vp- Lph at could go in war times, and North to

A jprovetf inadian line. For one solid year
"V0 COntkforl ntthinrr hnt ftT : 1 ftfiO "V: w L . ,uva sav WAjas& aswv m.jj s

! - ront

M inv -
asif it were .winged, up to the very
gate of Ueaten.; . When she ceased
tinging.' there Was a hush' upon all, as
if they had been carried near to the ce--
1 - al I i Bast 1 t T 1

One by one they pressed her hand la
quiet congratulation, and with a .Mer--
rw LiUllBtlHM -- - r " W9 -' Mrs. Morton was little excited with
her unusual efforts, and while the bid
organist was locking --up, thought she
would run down and warm herself in
k i.hnmh. Aa aha hastened toward

the great heater, she tripped over some- -
thing, which, to her great surprise and

,

be a great bundle was in reality a sleep-
ing child. !. I l ..; .! t . v

Yes, a child, and a little one a boy.
of not more than seven years, with elf-

ish brown locks, and eyelashes which ,

swept the olive tint of 'his cheek. . All
curled up in a heap, in clothes which a
man might have worn, so big and shape- -
less were ther; with one arm under his .

head for a pillow, and the other tightly
grasping a violin, . Far. had he wan-

dered in the cold wintry air, until, at-trac- ted

by the light and warmth of the
great church, he bad stolen in for shel-

ter, and then as his little ears' drank in
the melody of the rehearsing choir, and
the warmth comforted him, he fell fait
asleep. He was dreaming now. of the
warm sunny-lan- of his birth: olive-tre- es

and orchards, . purple clusters of
the vineyards, donkeys laden with
oranges, and the blue . sky of N spies
shining over the-blue- . bay. Then, in
his dream, an angel came floating down
out of the pure ether, wafting sweet
perfumes on its white wings, and sing-
ing oh! what heavenly strains! till
his little soul was tilled with Joy; for the
angel seemed to be his mother who had
died, and her kind voice again saluted
him. and he answered softly, "Madre
miaP

Poor chlldP said Mrs. Morton, soft
ly. "It seems a pity to waken him, but
we must do it; no cannot stay here all.
night" The old organist touched him;
but his sleep was too sound for a touch
to arouse him, and Mrs. Morton had to
again and again lift his head and stroke
his little brown hand, before, with
amazed and widely fearful looks, he an
swered them. ,

"Who are you, child, and what are
you doing hereP" asked the organist. . .

, "rmTonl, Tonl," was the answer, ,

and he began to cry. "Oh, please let
me go; the Padrone will kill me."

"Whv will ho kill you. and why are
you here?' -

..IT- - III 1.11 1 . I. T- iw win am ujv uwwug a uitvv uv
money. I have lost, also, my way."

"Have yon no home, no mother?"
asked Mrs. Morton, gently.

.''No. signora, no, madame, jio moth-
er. We ail live, Baptists and Vincenzo
and I, with the Padrone. We play the
harp and 'the 'violin; but' I was tired,
and I could not keep with the others,
and they scolded me, oh, so sharply I

and I was-wear-y and cold, and crept In
here wixtre the angels sing, and it was
so beautiful I could not go away."

The organist muttered. ''Police, at .

which the child again sobbed violently.
"Yes, to the station house, ef course,
he must go."

But Mrs. Morton remembered the
three faces asleep on their pillows at
home, and as she looked at this tear-staine- d,

dirty little gypsy, she said to
the organist, "I. will take care of him

So, under the .start, tho
Christmas stars, gleaming so brightly,
she led the little wanderer borne.

All was still and safe in the little
house.'... "Not a creature was stirring,m.. it ii..! a. a. iim it rmm m i

gleamed in the kitchen and the sitting-roo- m,

and it was tho work of only a
few moments to divest the little musi-
cian of hia, uncouth garments, to pop
him into the tub of hot suds, to scrub
Um well, until Ids lean littlo body
shone like bronze, to slip him into a
night-gow- n, to give him a slico of bread '

and butter, and then u tuck him up on
.the cozy lounge.

The children slept like tops, and the
tired little mother was glad to say her
prayers, and lie down beside fbem. '

T'he stars were still shining when she
awoke; for Christmas-da- y would be a
busy one, and there were no moments ,

to lose. Already the milkman was at .

door, and the hands of the kitchen :

clock pointed to six.
Hark! what was that?
A long, low, sweet sound, like a voice .

calling her. She listened, and again it
came. "Glory to (Jod in the highest,
and od earth peace, good will - toward
men," so it seemed to breathe. Then
it rose in a gay carol, a sweet gushing .

thanksgiving, and the children came
tumbling down la their nightgowns;,
they rushed to the door of the sitting- -
room, and there beside his improvised
bed stood the young musician. Dlavinir .

on his violin as if all the world were his
audience. Ills brown eyes flashed now
with light, and then grew dark and '
tender, as he drew-th- e sweet sounds '
out. The children gazed in wonder-
ment: where had this child come from?
had he dropped from the stars P had an
angel come among theraP lie dived
on. and on, until, from sheer fatigue,
he put his instrument down. -- Then
Teddio and Clover and Daisy came
about him; they touched his hands, his
curly locks, his violin, to see if all were
reaL Then they whirled round . the
room in a mad dance of delight, for the
mother had uncovered the tree, and it
was really Christmas mornlrg.

Ah, what a happy day for poor little
Toni! How nice he looked In Teddie's
clothes! how gentle he was with Daisy!
how he frolicked with Clover! and
when Mrs. Morton came ' from church. .

how softly he played all his pretty
melodies for herf It was a day of feast
and gladness; and when, to her surprise
and pleasure, a committee of church
people waited Upon Mrs. ' Morton tA
give her a purse through the meshes of. '
wmcn giitterea 'gold - pieces, she said
then and there- - that Toni should never
go to the harsh and cruel. Padrone
again. . : ?... ... .,.,..,

remaps some time as von listen to a
sweet voice singing to the uoomnuU
ment of a violin yon may thins: of Airs.
Morton and Toni. and be glad that the
world bestows its applause and its gifts
upou wem, ana mat the vision of his
mother and her love that cama to Toni
on that Christmas-ev- e has baen miA
to, him a reality. Earptr$ Young'
People, , . ' '' -

At Spartanburg. S. C ra tlwlna
five children of ' ZoDhar ' Kmitli wh

young man .who, after being severely.
nrAnnrlarl In Hlio lAmnla. "fnr .whinh ha
was trepanned, :maaiiesta an unoon--
querable propensltf for theft. Which wis
quite agains his natural disposition. He
was imprisoned tor larceny niter having
committed MeferjU robberies; and had
not medical testimony oeenroducea to
show that he was insane,. and which
attributed his kleptomania to a disorder
oithd brato he would have been pun-ishe- d

according to iawj-- -

Several ingenious but improper de
fenses have been made bv nersansbos- -
sessed oT;gobd pouniary means,
noiaing-- a respectable social bosiaon,
Eith the view of escaping imprisonment

thev have committed more
from loorali turpitude4 ihah adiseased- -

minu. una oi tne most noiewortny ox
these is mehtiohid by Casper. Madame
d X had stolen articles fn.three?
goldsmiths . shops: v and, subsequently- -

coniessea to her husband that at a cer-
tain tima "she ha4 an irresistible desire
to possess herself' of shining i objects
one coniessea to having taken objects
from shops f andv,sted'tlaon one oc
casion wnn r8ne-we- nt to return; the
goods she had been Testr&inedfrom do
ing so from the belief that the articles
were - her own.r Much . evidence was
given to prove that she suffered from
mental disease: but on Casper's opin-
ion being asked . concerning her alleged
kleptomania,!' he concluded' that c her
propensity to steal was not irresistible?
that vsbe had. not been compelled to
commit the three thefts in tpiteu of her-
self, and that she was responsible for
them as criminal actions. His reasons
for this opinion were that, in the first
place, although the. accused had . be-
sought her husband not to take her to
those places where shining objects were
to , be seen. she went to goldsmiths'
shops of her own accord, and without
any necessity for doing , so. Second,
that she paid away silver. Third, that
she broke up the objects she, stole, in
order that they might not be recog-
nized, and in that way lead to her de
tection. irourth,she had not gone to
the same goldsmith's shop twice. Fifth,
she had concealed her - conduct from
her husband. And last, when she was
interrogated, had made many false and
contradictory statements. - .. t. ,.

King Frederick's Joke. , .
' .- ' - !

Conspicuous among the few men of
his time who ever , got the better of
Frederick the. Great. in a jesting en
counter was an abbot of the Catholic
Monastery of Camenz, who succeeded
in that high office the worthy Abbot
xooias, an oia favorite and friend of the
Protestant hero, whom, upon a memora
ble occasion, he had saved from capture
by a party of foraging Croat horsemen.
The King- - disliked the new abbot as
heartuv as he liked the old one; but.
having been hospitably entertained by
him during the last visit he ever paid to
uamenz, ne deemed it ntung to recog
nize his host's attentions by some
special mark of royal grace, and, calling
tne abbot to ms carnage window, as he
was about to drive

.
away

' a
from. . .the mon

asrery gates, said to him: "Asc me a
favor." "Sire," observed the abbot.
" our second bass choir singer is recent-
ly dead. Doubtless your Majesty can
dispose of many chorists in Berlin. Will
my st, st monarch
deign to begif t us with a second bass?"
The King, after a moment's reflection.
replied : " I'll send you one from Neu- -
stadt on the Uosse." it flashed across
the abbot's mind. that Frederick had
some short time previously set up an
establishment for improving the. breed
of asess in the "very town mentioned :by
mm, and foreseeing what sort of bass
singer the King's peculiar humor would
prompt him to forward ' to Camenz
wherewith to recruit its choir, he prompt-
ly rejoined : " Most dread sovereign, in
token of our gratitude for your gracious
bounty, and in accordance with the cus
tom of our order, we shall bestow upon
our new second bass the name of his
exalted, donor". He will ' be known in
our choir as Fredericus Secundus." The
King macle.no attempt to return this
dexterous home thrust,, but drove off in
silence, which he maintained unbroken
for nearly an hour, when, turning to his

p, he drily observed : " That
is what one gets by joking with fools!"
But he never again alluded to an episode
in which he felt that he had been thor
oughly worsted. London Telegraph.

, m m

' Fresh Air in the Bed-Roo- m. . ,.. ..

How much air can be safely admitted
into a sleeping or living-roo- m is a com-
mon question. , Rather, it should be
considered,' how rapidly air can be ad-

mitted, without injury or risk, and at
howr low a temperature. We can not
have too ' much fresh air, so long as we
are warm enough, and are not exposed
to draughts. What is a draught ? It is
a swift current of air, at a temperature
lower than the body, which robs either
the whole body, or an exposed part, of
its heat, so rapidly as to disturb the
equilibrium of our circulation and give
us cold, vxoung and healthy persons
can habituate themselves to sleeping in
even a strong draught, as from an open
window, if they cover themselves, in
cold weather, with an abundance of
bedclothes. ' But , those who have been
long accustomed to being' sheltered from
the outer air by sleeping in warmed and
nearly or tiuite shut-u- p rooms, are too
susceptible to' . cold ' to . bearj a. direct
draught of cold air. Persons over sev-
enty years of age, moreover, with lower
vitality than in their youth, will not
bear a low temperature, even in the air
they breathe Like hot-hou- se plants,
they may be killed by a winter night's
chill and must be' protected by warmth
atall times. As a rule we may say that,
except , for the most robust, the air
which enters" at night ' into 1 a sleeping
cnamoer anouia, in com weainer, do
admitted; gradually only by cracks or
moderate openings ; or should have its
force broken by some interposed obsta-
cle, as a curtain, etc., to avert its blow-
ing immediately npon a sleeper in his
bed. The ancient fashion, however, of
of having bed-curtai- ns, which exclude
almost all the air, has rightly becorsrf
almost obsolete. No wonder that people
dream horrid dreams,' and wake m the
morning wearied rather than refreshed,
when they sleep in rooms sealed Up
tightly on every -- side; breathing over
and over again" their own breaths, which
grow more poisonous ' with every hour
Of the night. American Health Prinvur.

one of them. His body swelled to an
enormous size, nd. although kept-dosed- -

with medicmesha suffered nv tmul
his death. 'v "

, uttx daughter)! a man in Part-lan- d,

Me., while combing' her hair be
fore a mirror, tne other aayrorusnea
gas-j-et with her hand.' In an instant
the celluloid comb was in flames, and

fther child's vhand and cheek were set
ferny, burned, v The faino was con--
sunueu as quicuy as a piece oi paper
would have been. x

f T&$ nv street fcoaches fn'Phdade
phia are pronounced a great success.
ihey gcr full all the while, are more
comfortable, tBan ears or stages, each
passenger is Sure of a seat, ahef the
routes are so varied that, by transfers,
any part of the city may be readily
reached. Those now in use hold eight
persons, and are drawn by one horse.

LAdditional ones are to b of. doable size,
f for two horse. I h V $ i ti

oHiTHLAND chamber, tne - iatner oi
a familv livin? in Barren Countv. Kv..
weighs only 13ty poundsr and ..his .wife
weighs only 112-pound- But they have a
six-year-- daughter that weighs'1 230
pounds, who is, about as .tall as. other
girls of her age, bpt measures eigh
four inches around the waist. A son
died when about five years old, weigh
ing 200 pounds, and some yonnger
members of the family are growing fat
rapidly; ... ...... , -

A German fashion how being rapidly
adopted bv Americans is that of be
trothal parties. . They are given by the
parents of the bridegroom-elec- t, who,
with his fiancee, dressed in bridal attire,
receives the guests ; congratulations are
in order, and the whole formality of a
wedding is gone through, except the
clergyman's share of it, which comes a
few months later, when he is introduced
into the scene. . '. . r.

.
V -

The power of imagination was re
cently shown in the case of a woman in
the New Haven General Hospital, who
had been in the habit of taking mor
phine in the form of "sleeping drops."
She was given' morphine for the first
few times, and then water in a bottle
labeled "sleeping drops." She at first
complained that this was too strong, so
it was reduced, and she took it nearly a
month, sleeping well when 'she took it
and not at all when it was withheld. ' ;

The grounds of the Duke of Devon
shire, at Chatsworth, in England, are
nine miles, in circuit, including hill and
dale and fine prospect. They were laid
out by Loudon and rarton, and are cel
ebrated for their trees, shrubs,rock-work- ,
deer and . water-work- s, only surpassed
by those of Versailles. The conservatory
is unrivaled in Europe; it covers nearly
an acre, measures 3U0 by 145 feet, is 65
feet high, has 70,000 square feet of glass,
and a carriage road through it.

Even the wealthy Hindoos canr not
find good domestic servants. One ,of
them writes : ' The good servants are
gone 1 who used to know-ho- w to hold
your umbrella over your head, pour the
water . over your nanas alter meats, ana
exaggerate your resources before your
friend3. This fine class of men has dis
appeared, and a degenerate species of
epidemic-strieke- n, untrained young bar
barians has taken their place. - They
plunder you when sent to the bazaar ;
they steal your clothes, your .ice ; and
they are so greedy that they lick off the
very sirup from the surface of your
sweetmfeatslV? ? . . , . , .

Curiosities, of Kleptomania.

t Some curious cases oi kleptomania
are mentioned in Chambers'' s Journal :
A lady was affected with this monoma-
nia so strongly that, upon her. trial for
theft, she stated that she had such a
mad longing to possess herself of every
thing she saw that if she were at church

r i i : i a i m

bob uuuiu. uut rtaraiu irujuu feiawig irum
the altar. Dr. Rush, the American
physician, informs us that a woman who
was exemplary in her obedience to the
moral law, except the Lighth Command-
ment, was so addicted to larceny that,
when she could take nothing more vain- -
able, she would often, at the table of a
friend, - secretly fill ther. pockets,with J
bread. Lavater aiso states tnat a doc-
tor of .medicine could not leave his pa-
tient's room without taking something
away unobserved ; and his wife searched
his pockets and returned to their own
ers the Knives, thimbles, scissors, etc..
which her husband abstracted. The
wife of another physician had so strong
a propensity to steal that on makmg
purchases she endeavored to' take some-
thing away that did not belong to. her ;
and two German countesses appear to
have been guilty of the same vice. The
almoner of a regiment of Prussian cui-
rassiers, a well educated man, frequent-
ly on parade stole the handkerchiefs of
the officers: and one unfortunate man
was so far under the influence of klepto
mania that, being nigh unto death, he
actually secreted the snuff-bo- x of his
confessor lc ZiiJllii i '1J i'

As to modern instances of this species
of insanity, we knew a parish clergyman
who stole every article he couldJay his
hands on.. If out at dinner he pocket-
ed scraps ' of bread, table-oapki- ns ;or
anything.' ' When ' lodging at hotels-- he
Carried off pieces of soap and the ends
of candles frofti Mi bedroom, f ID lar-
cenies" became "fed hotbrlous that he "was
ultimately brought before the, Church,
courts and turned out of his living. - y "j.

Dr. ixail mentions an instance of two
citizens ' I Vtenna") whoon becoming
insane were well known in the hospital
for an extraordinary propensity to steal,
although, they . had before lived ' irre-
proachable lives. They wandered about
from morning to night and picked .up
whatever they could, lay their hands, on,
which they carefuHy.md in their rooms."
Abnormal conformations .'of the head,
accompanied with an imbecile under
standing; are often the cause of klepto- -

.- 1 r iraauia, vxiuj. uu opurueim saw in cern
son a boy. twelve years old, who is

escribed as "ill organized and, rick-
ety," who could never avoid stealing.
An of police at Toulouse
was condemned., to eight years' impris-
onment and hard labor and to the pil-
lory for having stolen some plate while
in office. He did not deny the crime.
but persisted to the I last in , a singular
kind of a defense He aUnboted the
crime to a mental "derangement caused'
by wounds he had received at Marseilles

sumtng, and withal very energttiCw i
Mis partner, U. o. Uouffhtalinff, is a

specimen brick of considerable richness.
He says : "Brad and I formed a part-
nership, opened an office in Fultoi
Street in 1872, and to-d- ay we do nearly
all the work that is t done. Ypu'd be
surprised at; the. work wehave dUne
during the seasons of '78 and '90. One
tobacco firm pays us $40,000, and an-
other $27,000iotfie year's works I Our
fnntrtktm cfn thai aatfunn 'andrtnrit i tA

$200,000. I'm giving you theseifignW

To do this amount f sign-paintin- g? we
use forty tons of white lead, 200 barrels'
of linseed oil, 200 barrels of turpentine.
2,000 pounds of lampblack, and 1,000
pounds of various other colors. These
materials cover a surface of 2,000,000
square feet of sign painting- - in over 81)0

'of the principal cities and towns in the
United states ana canadas. v We nave
emnloved thirtv exDert hicrhwav ar
tists, who have traveled over 300JOOO
miles. .' Thirty-one- " thousand jdollars
have been paid for the erection of bulle
tin boards and for the rental of promi
nent advertising privileges. The signs
will stand for an average of three vears
There are figures for you, and figures
won't lie. It ain't a bad showing for a
business that started on a capital of one
paint pot and brush, is itP

"Incidents?" continued Mr. Hough
taling, with vivacity. "I should say
so. A man can't travel as we do and in
our business without having adventures.
At Lookout Mountain I was up on the
top just for the fun of the thing, and,
looking down, saw a fine flat rock down
by (Jraven's Hallway House, it was
beautiful place to paint a sign, and I
made tracks for it, and soon was hard
at work painting an advertisement ol
a Bitters. When nearly through
I heard a ping, and something struck
the rock. I paid no attention. 'Plug,'
it came again, and something again hit
the rock. I painted on. 'Ping' came
t.fiA armnrl n rrain a rwl t.Viia tima a m'upo
of flattened lead rolled down to my feet.
L looked around. There above me was

occasionally shooting. It was a photo
who nad his shop, there at theg-apne-

alf way House, and made a living by
photographing the fellows and '" their
girls when - they came up to the moun-
tain. The big, flat ' rock made an ex-
cellent background for the photographs,
ana he naturally objected to my dec
orating it. After that every photograph
that he took there had a background of
those .Bitters." , . . , y. , , 1

,

"is the business growinz still, or
have you covered all the eligible places ?"

"Iile33 you, no. Ihe business is bet
ter every year. Every new railroad
opens up new sites. We are making

laces where there are none. See theEuhdreds of feet.. of - bulletin ..boards
wherever a Uain stops on any of the
roads near .New lork. it is getting to
be a business in itself to locate the
boards. Patent medicines, .toilet arti
cles and tobacco, as you know, are the
principal articles we advertise. - . Well,
they are changing all the time old ones
dying and new ones coming out and
there's no limit to the highway decorat
ing art." New York Sun. ; ?

Poor Relations.

" It is a melancholy truth," says
Dickens, "that even great . men have
their poor relations ; " but it seems to us
that it is more sad to reflect that small
men are provided with the same abomi-
nations. The great man may perhaps
stand upon his own dignity, and carry
his poor relations alonjr with him with
out finding them a hurt or hindrance ?
his greatness adds a luster to their in-

significance, which, in no wise detracts
from his importance ; he floats on - the
top of the wave and takes them in tow.
But there is nothing for the small man
to do except to grin and bear ' the m :

there is little or nothing in his internal
economy to mitigate the affliction, un
less he should happen to possess that
virtue which is able to convert misfor-
tunes into advantages, which enables
him to make use of his indigent friends.
or to regard their vulgar circumstances
with indulgence or indifference. One
hardly knows, meanwhile, if there is
anything to choose between the poor
relation who is servile, and after , the
pattern of Uriah Heep, or she who is in-

accessible and afraid of patronage, who
holds you at arm's length, lest you
should presume too much upon the acci-
dent of her poverty or your consanguin-
ity ; to whom one would dare offer only
the choicest gifts ; ' whose double 'dis-
tilled sensitiveness takes alarm at the
slightest familiarity. t Perhaps, 'how-
ever, in order fully to understand the
situation," and .to make, just allowance
for pride which i3 overweighted and
humility which is slavish, it
would be necessary for each of us to be
a poor relation once in a lifetime to look
at existence through her spectacles : to
suffer her slights, her embarrassments ;
to wear second-han- d, clothes,, accept
second-han- d attentions ; to be the per-
son whom it is always safe to overlook
with no fear of retribution; obliged to
receite favors and continually from the
same .source i to let talent become
sterile for lack of fertilizing bppbrttmityT
to waste one's sweetness tpn (the desert
air of obscurity. Perhaps such an ex-
perience would make us more , tender
and more considerate of the poor rela-
tion when she comes in our way. Hath
not a poor relation senses,' affections,
passions, no less than a Jew? , If you,
wound him, shall he not bleed P If you
tread on him, shall he- - not turn? Is his
sight so obscured by poverty that he
does not know injuries and selfishness
front caresses and generosity? Is he so
chastened by want- - that he accepts in-
sults with gratitude? - No doubt it is
oftener our own consciences rather than
any disagreeable trait or unuttered cen-
sure which render the poor relation of-
fensive to us ; her very existence is ' a
tacit reproof of our own ce

and luxury; the ghost of her necessities
refuses to be laid, but haunts us with an
almost unreasonable pertinacity ; and
though it is the fault or virtue of our
own organization, the fact that she re-
mains a living rebuke to us does not in-
crease our enjoyment of her society.1
Harper'1 8 Bazar. " ' :

8u ean imagine the cariosity that it
excited. - Then the nex year I went right
over my first route and added 'Planta-tatio- n

Bitters.' From that day to this I
have been on the road. I have traveled
all oyer the Union, in Canada, and have
been in England. If I had time I could
tell you curious incidents without end."

m . Another renowned knight of the paint
pot is I. M. Plum, now traveling for a
soap manufacturer. He started as a
house painter.; Times were hard, and
he took to the road with his brush, thir-
teen years ago, and for eight years has
been decorating the country ' with the
advertisement of that firm. "I put a
sign seventy-fiv- e feet long on Iona Isl-
and, in the Hudson," he said, "and a
literary man who took a trip to the isl-

and saw the sign, thought the name of
the soapwas the name of the island,
and wrote three-quarte- rs of a column to

it ft . Phila.riAlnTi1n. nAnranartAr ahnn t iha.

nleU beautiful Island, of-- ' Some time! min ago a new station was made on the
nid. K Pennsvlvania Railroad, and a shed wasna . . n .a . .a

VooVPntup for a aepot. cy tne time tne

TOM'S CHRISTMAS.

'Now, Teddie., be a good boy,
there's a darling, and, little Clover,
don't tease Daisy. Please let mamma
go away to church and know that you
are all sweet and lovely and clean as
new little pennies t.,,

Splash went one litile body into the
bath-tu- b. and splash went another, and
again a third; and then, like so many
roses after a shower, out they came
dripping, and laughing and screaming
with glee. The little mother was kept
busy enough, for it was Christmas-ev- i,

and the carols and anthems were to be
rehearsed for- - the last time, and Mrs.
Morton's clear soprano voice could not
be spared. Indeed, her voice was all
that kept Teddie and Clover and Daisy
in their neat little box of a house, for
their father, a brave fireman, had been
killed more than two years before at a
fearful fire, and since then their mother
had striven hard to maintain her little
family by sewing and singing, and do-
ing what ever work her slender hands
could accomplish which would bring in
food and clothing for her children.

Be dood, Teddie," repeated Daisy,
after her mother, as she shook out her
little wet curls at him, and Clover sol-
emnly raised his finger at his bigger
brother, with the warning:
- "Remember Santa Ciaus comes to
night."

"Yes, and the stockings must be
hung up," said Ted, who forthwith
proceeded to attend to that Important
auty.

" J here! how ao they look r one
brown, that's mine; one blue, that's
Clover's; and one red, that's Daisy's.
They were pinned fast to the fender
with many pins and much care.

".But, mamma," said Clover, "the
stove's in the way. Santa Claus can't
get down with that big -- black thing

- a a
stopping tne chimney."

"Uh, the bre will go out by ana by.
and then he may creep- - through the
stove-pip-e and out of the door."

" He'll be awful dirty, then,' said
Daisy. ,.

"Well. 4 he was dressed all' in fur
froni his head to his foot, and his clothes
were all tarnished with ashes and soot,'
so that is to be expected. - But really.
dear children, you must jump into your
beds, and let me tuck you up; it is time
for me to go."

Very quickly the rosy little faces were
nestling in the pillows, and Mrs. Mor-
ton, after kissing them, put out the
lamp and left them to . their slumbers.
Hastily putting on her cloak and bon-
net, she paused at the door of her sit-
ting room to see if the fire was safe.
The room was dark but for the gleam-
ing stove, the chairs and table were all
in order, and in one Corner, under a
covering of paper, was the little tree
she had decked in odd moments to de-
light the eves of her children. She
could not aflord wax candles, so the
morning was to bring the tree as well
as the other gifts. Sure that all was in
readiness, she tripped down the stairs,
locked her door and sped over the snow
to the church, the two tail towers of
which stood out against the starry sky.

As she entered the church, her mind
full of her duties and her heart tender
with thoughts of her children, she
thought she saw a dusky little object
crouching in the angle made by the
towers; but.she was already late, and
had no time to linger. Up she went to
the choir, which was full of light, but
the body of the church was dark.
Without any words, she - took up her
sheet) of music and began to sing.
Never had the carols and anthems
seemed so sweet to her. and her voice
rose clear and pure as a bird's. The
organist paused to listen, and her com
panions turned satisfied glances upon
her; but she went on unconsciously, as

biro: aoes until the burden. of its
theme is finished, and its exultant
strains are lost in silence. They went
over the whole Church service, tne glo-
rious Te Deum, the Bentdictu and the
anthem for the day, " Unto us a Child
is born, unto us a Son is given' and
every delicate chord and fugue had to
be repeated until the desired perfection
of harmony was attained. It was really
a very long and arduous study; but of
all days Christmas demands good
music, and they were willing to do their
best. At last all were satisfied and
somewhat tired; but 'the organist
turned to Mrs. Morton, and asked her

she would sing one hymn for him
alone, as he especially desired to hear
her voice in this one tune. Of course
she could not refuse, and to an exqui-
sitely harmonious air she began.
" Calm on the listening ear of night

Come Heaven s melodious strains, ' ' '
Where wild Judira rtretohej far ,

- '
, Her silver-mantle-d, plains. , ' -

Light on thy bills, Jerusalem!
Xhe Savior now is born!

And bright, on Bethlehem's joyous plains.
Breaks the first Christmas mora."

Only the first and last verses of that
exquisite hymn; but like "angels with
their sparkling lyres," her voice seemed

'JT'.J '1 en(Blieu was uuue x uau iuo uauio ui tun
Natioap in bio; letters on it, and the railroad

Inn Mipen began to call the place by that
k . came. jpor over a year wnen me trains

Tn nostopped there, the. conductors would
lr.'Hr-cal-f ut 'AUoff for .' Finally the

Cat"vi? station was named, and tney stopped
hi .advertising us. Near Pittsburgh I out

V. Thr Y up a sign that could be seen and read
three miles. The soldiers' monument
there is on top of the mountain. When
they, were patting it up they had a big
fence around it. I put the sign on the
fence. I could jut reach half the
length of the letters. The period was
as big as a bushel basket. As long as
the fence was up you could read that
sign for three miles. Did I ever have
any rouble ?s No. I have had people
threaten me ;s but they never have done
anything. You see, prosecuting us for
damaging scenery is nobody's particu-
lar business, or rather . it's everybody's
business, which is the same thing." . :

Among the best known men in the
business to-da-y are Bradbury & Hough-talin- g,

who have reduced highway deco-
ration to a science. Bradbury wai a
sign painter on the Bowery originally.
He has painted from the Atlantic to the
Pacific, and from the northern boundary

. of inhabited British America to the Guff
of Mexico.' He has even gone further
South, and done artistic work in ' the 1
cities of Cuba and other West India
rshmds.In -- 1863 "Brad"- - made --his
.first trip across the continent. It was no
easy job. He went up the Missouri
River,' by steamer, and thence 2,U00
miles by pack mules and horses across
the plains and Rocky Mountains to San
Francisco,- - leaving " in ' his trail on all
prominent places his handiwork in the
shape ot the advertisement of Drake's
Plantation Bitters. Wise, who had pre-
ceded : him, had gone only- - as far West
as the Mississippi River. At the com-
pletion of the Union Pacific and Central
Pacific Railroads he ornamented their
routes across the continent with two of
Xlelmbbld's advertisements. Again in

77 and '78 he made a third trip, work-
ing the country west of St. Louis,

-- throughout the Territories and the Pa-
cific coast States, painting everywhere.
He has made twelve annual trips through

'.the lEastern, Middle, ! and Western
.States, and seven trips through the
South and Southwest,- - and his experi-
ences on these .trips were varied and
often interesting. Mr. Bradbury is more
of an artist than any of his fellow deco-
rators. . The big and spirited . horse
beads that adorn many drug stores and fought at Cowpens. ' i .


